

The Trtgedie 

1 hat neucr flept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepc with pretuibations, 

T o morrow in the battaile thinke on me. 

And fail thy cdgcles fvvord defpairc and die. 

To Fich. I hou quiet fouk,flecpe thou a quiet fleepc 
Dreame offuccefle and happie vidtoric, 1 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth praie for thee. 

Enter the CjoaJ} of Buckingham, 

7lhe firft was I that helpt thee to the crown. 

The laft was I that felt thy tynannie, 

O in the battaile thinke on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy giltinefic, 

Dreame on dreame on,of bloudie deed, and death, 
Fainting, defpaire,defparing yeeld thy breath, 

To Rich. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid. 

But cheare thy hcart.and be thou not difmaid, 

God and good angels fight on Richmons fide. 

And Richard falsin he ightofall his pride. 

Rich or d flarteth vp out of a drearre, 

Ktrg Ri, Giue me another horfe,bind vp my wounds, 
Hauc mercic Icfu; foft,I did but dreame, 

O Coward confcience,hov\ doll thou a filial me? 

The lights burnc blcw,itis now dead midnight, 

Cold fcarcfull drops Band on my trembling flclh. 

What do I feare?my fclfohhcres none elfe by, 

Richard Ioues Richard, thatis I and I, 

Is there a murtherer here? no. Yes I am, 

7 hen flie.what from my felfe? great reafon whie. ? 

Leaft / reuenge. What my folfo vpon my felfe? 

Alackc /loue my ieifo, wherefore? for anie good 
That I my felfe nauc done vn to my felfe; 

0 no, alas I rather hate my felfe, 

For hatefull deedes committed by my felfe, 

1 am a vi!laine,yet/ lie /am not, 

Foolc ofthy felfe fpeakc wcll,foole do notflatterj 
My confcience hath a thoufand feucrall tongues, 

And eueric tongue brings in a feueral tale. 

And eueric tale condemns me for a yillainc. 


/outfit 


f ~ ' of RicUrd t he third. 

/»eriurie,pcriurie, in the higheft 4cgrcc, 

Murther,fferne murchcr,m the dyreft dgree, 

All fcuerall finncs,all vfde in each degree. 

Throng to the barre , crying all guiltfe^uy tie. 

Jfhall difpairc, there isnp,creaturelouesmc, 
AudifIdie,nofouIewillpitieme; 

And wherefb. c fliould they.fince that I my feltc. 

Finde in mv felfe.no pitie to my felfe. 

Me thought the foulcs of all that Ibad murtherd, 

Came to my tent, and cuery one did threat. 

To morrows vengeance on the head ofRichard. 

Enter Rercltffe, 

Ktng. Zoundes, who, is there? 

Rat. Ratcliffe,myI.ord,tisI,the;earlie village cocke. 

Hath t wife done falutation to the morne. 

Your friendes are vp, and buckle on theirarmor. 

King, ORatcliffe,I hauc dreamd a fearefull dreame, 

Wha t thinkll thou, will our friendes prouc all true? 

No doubt my Lord. 

K ing. O Ratcliffe, 1 feare, I feare. 

Nay good my Lord,be not afraid offhadowes. 

^ Kwg By the Apoftle Paul, fliadowes to night, 

Haue Broke more terror to the foule ofRichard, 

Then can the fubftance of ten thoufand fouldiers, 

•Armed in proofe,and led byfliallow Richmond. 

Tisnot yet neere day come, go with me, 

Vnder our tents lie plaie the eafe dropper, 

•lofeeifany meaneto fhrinkefrom me. 

Enter the hordes to Richmond, 

Eo. Good morrow Richmond. 

Crie mercie Lordcs,and watchfull gentlemen, 

at you hauc tanc a tardie fluggard here, 
p \ ^° W haue y ou flept my Lord? 

Z'ch. Thefweetcft fleepe.and faireft boding dreames, 
fnat cuer entredi'n a drowfiehead, ' 

- a ue I fincc your depaturehad my Lordcs, 

M. Me 


Sxemt, 
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